THE OLD CAURCH.

BY i E JOEXEON.

“What ! t-ruuoldelw_nh down, you ssy, amd
build & modern 4

ane,
That we can Jook with pride upon snd bosst of |

when “tis done?
mmlh:i“ of little rooms below for festtvals and
™

A.ndmhizmnnmml f. wti pawn
and casy chairs ¥ - o

What's wrong about the dsar old chureh wo've
i unlrl!;iped ::' L ll::n: L4
o walls are good, t einpboards
windows sound and . : P
ITl own: the roof s leskis' some, but that can be
made might.
A ebingle stuck in bere and"thero will make the
ola roof Light.

1 toll yon, brethren, that old ehurch seemy Like
a life-long friend ;

1ife shall end,

Each timber, joist and board and nall seems ;

apeakin with & tongue,
And tailin’ of the good done hers slnce you snd T
wEre young

Baside that dear old eltar there, just Afty yaars

t .

I knelt ;nd,!wxfdfwmdm,mdfhrlumhd
my sins away ; X

And though old Time has thinned my halr and
bleached it whito as spow,

That alter §s as dear to nie as fifty vears ago.

The sermons that wa've listened to from holy
men of God

Whose bodies now are lyin' cold benesth the
churehyard sod,

B-emrhﬁu"‘tg my exrs to-day, and full of Gos
pel tru

Asn when I listended to them in the maerry dsys
of youth.

I seem to hoar the preacher’s voice sny, “Brath.
ren, lot us pray,*

And all the congregution koeal in the old-fash-
joned way ;

I seam 10 hear the thrillin' shouts of *Glory”
and *“Amen*

Bﬂmfﬂfmm the people's hearts and echoin'
oy

I ssam to hear those old-time bhymus we all so
loved 10 i!nﬁ.

That nsed to awell from ev'ry heart, and made

the old chureh ring.
There's one now ringin' in my sars: “Let angels
Bnm‘;m‘:“tf;r& al disdem and Bix
orth t roy. crown

Lord of all

“Twonld seem too much MHke secrilage (o tear
that altar down ;

I'm 'fraid God wouldn't bless the deed, but
rather on it frown

Ko, brethren, not a dollar will you gat from my
old hand !

I'd rather give five hundred more pnd let theold
church etand®

Ba, 1 beg vou, It Lhe ald chureh stand ;and when
this old, gray head
Shnu;lr Lr.uuuuh the fiowers in the city of the
sl =
Then guu can tear the old choreh down and
ulld one new and grand ;
But while I live, oh, beed my prayer and lot the
ald church stand.

HIS BLUNDER.

BY C. F. CASE,

John Kelly had but Iately settled iu
Metropolisville, and people only knew
him as & seemingly respectable drug-
gist, Two years before he had left a
drug store in Chiesgo, into which he
had been introduced by pareats in Boiler
avenue, who found that the reariog of
80 many children and so many goats at
the same time was likely to redoce too
much the surplus of their revenne, and
#0 lessened the former inenmbrances as
fast as they could find sitoations for
them.

He bad been tsken in to swaep
the store, and he did it so well
that & slight promotion soon followed,
sud this in a few months fully
fitted him, according to the inventory
he took of himeelf, for business on his
own hook; and as he had recently
drawn a lottery prize which, by some
thance, had escaped the usnal home
protection, be went West and opened
the Eagle drug store at Butternut
Ridge. Here he rapidly rose in his
own esteem, and after a few wecks' study
of pharmacology, ns tnught in the dis-
pensatory, he adopted the more enter-
prising and more economieal plan of
manufacturing most of his own mix-
tures,

Things went on with a brightening
horizon till one dsy his uptitude to
make errors tripped him np.

La grippe had just shown itself at

Batternut Ridge, or the citizens imag-
inad so, which in effect was the same
thing, and Kelly, with his usual
prompivess in emergencies, st once
discovered an infallible remedy for it,
and advertised.
[ iHe had, however, an old customer,
who never yearned after new discov-
eries in medical science, but whose
confidence was solidly anchored to a
Tom-and-Jerry preparation that had
been presoribed in his youth and to
which he bad been very loyally at-
tached throngh manhovd. The corpo-
ration, though, bad voted and more or
iess adopted prohibition as the headline
of its moral creed, and Tom-and-Jerry
unadorned fell under this sumptuary
law, and was interdicted.

The customer referred to, Mr. Gill-
hooly, with Mr. Kelly's chemical sng-

gestions  and  pharmacentical koow-
Jedge. arranged &  stimnlating
substitute that slipped under the

tion of law as a medicive

¢ still beld ut the will of the opera-
tor all the untamed restlessness of
forty-rod bourbon,

The afterncon of which we speak
EKelly had mized o gallon jarof this
medicine and snother similar jar of the
pew remedy for the grippe; snd, in
setting them sway had wholly forgotten
whether the Tom and Jerry improve-
ment was at the right of the asafetida
bottle and the grippe solution on the
laft or vice versa.

This indecisivn in & drag store is not
as =afe as among hardware, and, con-
saquently, when the matron of the

g ladies” seminary informed him
that nearly her whole flock was labor-
ing under the prelimin indisposition
«of the Russian invader, Kelly gave her
threequarters of Qillhooly's mixture

mistake, and vised an
immediste sod liberal absorption. A
{ittle later the Reverend Mr. Sm
came in, and ‘professing a similar af-
fliction took the lsst quart from the
same jar and wenigo his duties with s
faith in that was likely to
fade with time.

Mr. Gillhooly called later still, and
eaid that as he had to sddress a cancus

that evening it was absolutely essential | teo.

that he should fortify himsetf with half
= on of his favorite dissolvent.
elly locked his store that night with
& tolerably clear conscience, and a
pretiy strong confidence in his sbility
to work the world with one sort of a
lever or anolber whatever h’l’lﬂﬂd—

deemed wise and r
| Bev. Smythe hm
! the afternoon to preach n funernl ser-
(mon for & worthy parishioner, and had
; conducted the services in a very s
| manner indeed. Waxing, unduly elo-
| quent as he proceeded, he had declared
| that the deceased was a brick, had beea

| had come from the private purse of the
{ decessed before he fell into the soup.
Such a man was dead sure to get a con-
| sulste in Kingdom Come or thers was
no relisbility in the text. The laborer
is worthy of the jack-pot. He felt sym-
psthy for the bereaved widow who was
8 slashing pretty woman, and if he
hadn’t already an incumbrance on his
future freedom of action he would take
her in out of the wet, cold world,
hanged if he wouldn't. He then closed
| by saying that if some good brother
would the hat the choir might sing
“The Girl I Left B].lehmd Me," or soy
other appropriste 5

Gillh%ﬂly came inysfar s while sngd
said that he had been in politics "steex
years, and had never had so almighty
mean a trick played on him before, In
bis caucus speech he had utterly failed,
and so sonfused had been his ideas that
be had been unable to tell the opj.osi-
tion whether the tarif on hides ought
tobe rednced or increased. All he
conld think of was that blanked Tom
and Jerry and the blankety blanked
fio-.:} that had mixed it as a caucus cor-

L1:14

It waa getting preiiy hot for Kelly at
Butternut Ridge, and be sold ont be-
fore night snd left to grow up witha
latitude and longitude farther west
This is how he happened to be now in
Metropolisville.

Befure he had beena week in his
new home he fell into an set of eratio
foolishness that gave his hold on for-
tune another check. A matrimonial
publication fell into his hands, sent ont
by a purported agency that advertised
to secure to either sex who paid the fees
a life partoer with any qualification de-
sired, meluding great wealth.

Love is no new tbiu%to an Irishman;
but Great Wealth! Mother of Han-
nah! That was worth investigating.
So he sent his dollar and a fattering
pedigree that lacked nothing but truth,
But to secure partial protection he
signed the fietitious name of John Mer-
riweather, but requested letters sent
?:le to the number of his postoffice

x.

Presently there came a letter breath-
ing of unsatisfied love and hinting
somewhat indistinctly of wealth galore,
wealth that was u burden. It waa
signed Winnie Wolfort, and was soon
followed by several others which, ina
short time led to a proposal aad a
prompt scceplance.

Miss Wolfort was no echicken, and
meant business. She had made in-
quiries, and bad ascertained that there
wns o John Merriwsather at Mekropo-
lisville, and that, in the parlance of the
wild and woolly West,he was well fixed.
Believing that it is best to strike while
the iron ir hotshe took the train next
day for Metropolisville, and, on arrival
inquired where Mr. Merriweather re-
sided. She was directed to a farm-hounse
two miles awsy. Thereshe found John
Merriwether to baa red-hieaded son of
toil about 55 years of age, dressed inas
higkory shirtand overalls, and chewing
plug tobacco asif he had never heard
that such dissipation would eloud his
intellect, impair his health snd shorten
his days.

“So you are John Merriweather ?” in-
nired Miss Wolfort with a somewhat
gizsnp}mintcd stare.

“Ireckon, ma'sm, you've got on ‘he
right trail this time;" Merriweather an-
swered, “butif I've evermet you afore
it mnst a been when yon want dressed
quite so spruce like, and hang me if I
don't disremember your face and name
entirely.”

“Is Lﬂare any other John Merriwesther
in this vicinity "

“Nary ope butme. They's aJoshus,
and a Peter and a William Henry, that's
called Bill for short, but they's boya
o' mine, and they and the two gals and
me is the only Merriweathers in this
country, I know.”

“Did you ever write to Misa Winnie
Wolfort?”

“Not's I 'member on. If1did it must
&' been forty years ago, for I haint writ
a line but once sence, and that was to
sign a fool contract with a lightning
rod man. Darn ‘em, they put elaven
hundred feet o’ rod all over me, and I
had to psy right smart too; and then
the first thunder storm skipped every-
thing else just to knock that rodded
hﬂuuno‘ mine galler west. It did, by

jingo.

“There is some very disagreeable mis-
take about, this matter, Mr. Merri-
weather,” exclaimed Miss Wolfort with s
flushed face. “Look at thia letier, sir.”

John Merriweather took the letter and
read it very slowly and carefully.

“'Pears to me like a regulsr legal
proposal of marriage, Miss. Yes, and
hang me if here sin't my name at the
end on't. I never writ it, though; and
po Marriweather ever did. can't
any on 'em do it so alick ss that To
::m}‘lﬁamoru.mdirmm’t

eller you expected to, and
bhave got your mind made np fora
Merriweather, why T'll help carry out
the program drafted out in this letter,
-bluimdd I won't, and thank you, |

“Mr. Merriweather, I don't think |
ean reslize how Ierﬁhlymiemali’;tll

have been imposed on by some one at
,Mcm?cﬁn‘illa that ought to be pusn-

up the oxen and take you down

agziigazgjt
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know what became of that call.

this
alter a long silence.

fourth.
rooms. Here is one here. I will make
it my painful duty to inform his wait-
ing and anxious wife that he won't be
home to-night.”

:“E{:mm dread of dm‘ un-

awares into one of these
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Miss Wolfort was glad to sccept
aid. She was tired, and her feelings

who had toyed with tender sentimenta
behind =sn incognito, snd was even
willing to pay a Iawyer's fes for the
refreshment of & little sweetk revenge.

; and
before might he had traced this cor-
respondence with Miss Wolfort to its

gil}- sdmitted it all after ex-
posure became certain, and having
through the same lswyer ascertained
that Miss Wolfort's; wealth was mostiy
lnid up where moth and rust conld not
reach it, he declined to meet her; but,
inasmuch as he had, after s sort, com-
mitted forgery by using the name of a
man he had not known existed, he was
induced to pay bandsomely for freedom
from legal action, and thus the wounded
feelings of Miss Wolfort were soothed
for the time being, and the angel of
E:u fluttered near to get in more of

work if possible,

JohnMerriweather's cxenwere getting
very hungry, and were pawing the soil
in expression thereof bafore their owner
could make up his mind to start for

o,

“I'll tell you what yon'd better do,
Miss Wolfort,” he said just as the moon
climbed up from behind s distaat hay-
slack. “You've been fooled like smoke
in this writin’ business, and it's a pesky
shame. To be sure, you've found John
Merriweather, but he ain't just the bird
o' paradise you'd pictured, thongh I do
say it, he's an honest man. Now,
under the circumstances, hadn't you
better take this John for better or
worse, seein’ as how you can’t find the
other? And you are awasy from home
and on expense. ItTl cost you like
smoke to pay carfare back agin, and

you can just as well ride back to

the farm with me as wot. If you

say s0, we'll go over to the parson’s and

t married this evenin' at my expense,
lamed if we wont.”

Misa Wolfort, as we have before re- | 088

marked, was no chicken. This style of
love making was not exactly in accord-

ance with Marquis of Queansbury rules
she knew, but she had also learned that

“life is real, lifa is earnest” and she

saw through the corrugated exterior of
this romance a good home with plenty
to eat, and prospective quietude from
the storms of life.
little hand in the large one of John
Merriweather,
reached the Merriweather farm, the
three boys and the two girls were for-
mally introduced to a new mother, and
were, of course, pleased to see their pa
so happy.

So she put her

and when the oxen

She Hnew All About It
Yust about midnight the other
four men at the Abbey sat looking st'a

fifth. Thefifth one was dronker than
the other four.
created equal, some men get drunk
twice as fast as others,

While all men were

“It will never do to send him home in
condition,” said one of the four

“No; it wonld break his wife's heart,”

added a second.

“But we can't leave him here and if

we turn him out the police will run him
in

," observed the third.
“I have been thinking,” mused the
“He has a telephone st his

He went fo the telephone, got her

call and began:

*Mrs. Shifter,I desire to communicate

with you regarding your husbaod.”

“Well, go ahead.”

“He is down here.”

*1 know that much.”

“In descending the stairs leading to

the lodge-room be fell and sprained his

neck.

“Are you sure he didn't break his

neck ?”

“It is not s serions sprain, but we

think it better to let him lie on the sofa
in the ante-room until morning.

assnred that he will have the best of
care.

We are doing ev—"
“Bay!" broke in & sharp voice, “you

bundle him into a cab and drive him up
here, where [ecan keep him hidden
until that drunk goes off!
sober until te-1sorrow night.”

He won't be

“My deav wond —"
*Get out! If he issleepy drunk pub

water on his head. That's the way I
always do,”

“Will you let me inform you thas—"
*“No,mir, I won't. Throw water on

his head, get him into a eab and send
him here, for it's most midnight now
and it wiil take me half an hour to get
his boots off and push him up-stairs!
Remember—pour water on his hesd
and yell “fire’ in his ear.”

A Dangerous Clam.
The giunt clam ix the largest bivalve

known, fn Northern Australis this is
considered an edible species and_is re-
gularly sought sfter by the natives
Mr. Denton, of the Uuited States Fish

isgion, hos =een clams containing

40 to 50 pou:ldu of meat, and itiss
matter of record that individuals, weigh-
ing 300 pounds, have been observed
The giaat clam lies almost concealed in
the reefs, just showing the beautiful
blns‘mdmenof its mantle above tha
coral.
is startling  Mr. Denton thrast s stick
as big as & man's leg between the valves
of one of them, aod it was broken short
off. A man's foot would be crashed ss

The crushing power of thia shell

a pipestem. The natives have

(]

traps. They kill the animal by stabbing
“Yes I do. Its forgery and mlﬂ?‘ t di i
agin the law. and you must be disep-|gpo, um%m%mwm
pointed a4 blazes. If you'll just wait s of Inber Baltimors Sun.
minit till I get on a wamus and Sy
rense my hanged if I don't| LLEASURR is the fower that fades;

remembrance is the lasting perfume.

A RACE COURSE EPISODE. J

Mhﬂ.ba:‘:ﬁudrﬂh-h
generosity bler—a gen-
erosity which is the m brother of
reckiessness i

and jost as he ods his money
lw‘uh.iyingood iivi?and rich attire
he gives freely with & half superstitions

ing that such giving will bring him
fortune and also with a conscious-
that it has become one of the

It was at Washington Park, Chicago,
last summer. The bell had not yet
rung o call the horses for the first
race, but drivers were moving & score
of magnificent animsls back and forth
for imi exercite; thonssnda of
eager devotes of the turf ed the
stretch and gathered about the belting
stands where the monotonous calls of
pool sellers and book makers found
ready response. Every man's hand
was in his pocket, and every man was
thinking only of gain. Buddenly there
came through the main gats of the
a somber vehicle whick had some of the
characteristics of an smbulance and
some of those belonging to s milk
wagon without being quite like either,
This drove to the back of a stand, and
halted; from ig alighted two black
10 Lil:lle Iﬂiltm; of the
Poor, and passed slowly ap lﬂmﬂ_ y
throngh the throng of . langhing, smok-
ing and betting men, until they ea-
counterad “Pat” Sheedy, once the

rof John L. Sullivan and as
thoroughly = sporting man a8 anyone
can find in & month's search. One of
the sisters spoke to him in a low tone.
Pat’s hand went into his pocket.

“Hold your apron,” ssid he, and
twenty &o{lm in silver clicked music-
ally into it.

*Now come with me.”

Sheedy took the two women under
his wing and began the grand eirenit
of the betting stand. At each he said:

“Here, you fellows, here's n couple of
Sisters that will bring you luck.
want you to chip in and not be small
about it, either. Nothing less than ten

Thers were forty-two stands of this
kind, straight pools, Paris muftuals and
book makera; and when the circuit had
been completed the Sister found it
necessary to hold the corners of her
spron very closely together, for she
had more than six hundred dollars in
silver and paper. Then Pat took the
two ladies to their wagon, saw them
rafely in, persuaded s policeman fo
ride with the driver until they were
well away from the track, and returned
to his voeation.— Detroil Free Press.

Another Woman and s Tiger,

The other night a lot of people were
talking about Sidney Rosenfeld's al:{.
“The Btepping-Stone.” Frank 8
ton was present, and somebody asked
him what he thonght of it said :
“Well, I will tell you a story. In a far-
off conntry, we won't say where, and
we won't say when, there was a railroad
station where there was just a box for
the ticket office and a long, straight
platform. Now there a whole party of
people, we won't say who, waited to
on the train. After a while they di
covered they had missed it, and had to
stay all night on the platform. They
consisted of thirteen young women and
thirteen young men and an elderly
lady as chaperon. She didn't know
exactly how to arrange her charges for
the night, and she was a bit nervous,
because she knew there ware ':.Erut
many tigers roaming around ¥ o
chew up people who looked as if they
might taste good. She did the best
she could under the ciroumstances,
The thirteen young men were all laid
down in & row like wooden soidiers,
then came the thirtesn ung women,
then, ut the extreme end, the chaperon.
However, after they were all fixed, and
just as she was closing her eyes, she
thonght if & tiger shonld come he would
probably eat the person on the end, so
she got up and placed herself just in
the center between the young men and
young women, and slept the slesp of
the just, feeling that ber duties as a
[ ron had been properly performed.
When she swakened in the morning
she discovered that the tender young
woman at the extreme end had been
gobbled up by a ferocions tiger during
the hours of the night! Now, just the
way that woman felt when she realized
that she might have been decorating
the interior of a tiger is the way I felt
when it dawned on me that I had not
written “The Stepping-Stone.’”—8¢
Louis Republic.

The Good Old Times.

Under Henry L coiners of false
money were punished by the loss of
their right hands, and other mutilstions
of various kinds were in common use,
says All the Year Round. In 1160 we
hear of herotics who had refused to ab-
jure their faith being handed over to
the church by the civil suthorities to
be branded with a hot iron on the fore-
head, have their clothes torn off from
the waist up and be whipped through

Blic streets. i

the pu Boyootting was st
that time s legal practice, whatever it
masy be now, for the said heretics were
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Billy was

wisp of hair on ei
—not aven aa syelash or eyebrow. He
was awfuolly sensitive about his not
baving any bair, but econldn't seem o
get used to wearing & wig. His pate
was like an exaggeraied billiard-ball,
snd Billy used to say the wig madehim
want to scrateh it all the time,

girl who worked in a big eandy store in
Bixth avenuve, and he struightway set
out to win her. He went to the best
wig-maker in town and had a flne
brown curly wig made. Itcosts heap
of money, but Billy would haveit. He
paid diligent court to the girl, who
toyed with him awhile and then sent
him sbout his business. Billy took it

sorely fo heart and began to drink
heavily. In ashort time be had spent
all his money, and had lost his situs-

tion, and was very much of a loafer.
The only valuable thing be had left
5“ his wig. Finally, he could not get

without his liquor, and liguor he
could not get withont money.

"One night Billy started a beautiful
scheme for getting all the rum he
wanted. Going into s saloon be confi-
dentially told the barkeeper that he
had no money to pay for a drink, but
that if he were sapplied he would leave
his wig as security for its payment.
The wig was taken and Billy got his
drink. No barkeeper could have
doubled that it was seourity after
seeing Billy's bald head, Going out
Billy strolled to another saloon, in
which he told a sad tale of having his
wig stclen. His shining scalp was the

I | best kind of evidence that he needed a

wig, and everybody felt sorry for him,
he looked so forlorn. The hat went
around and Billy raised about three
dollars for another wig, besides being
asked to drink twice. Returning to
the first saloon Billy redeemed his wig
and went his way rejoicing.

“By selecting his basia of operationa
carefully, Billy lived for two years on
that wig—lived too well, in fact, for at
the end of that time he died on the
Tsland from an sttack of delirium trem-

ens."—New York Tribune, &

A Lion Loone.

One night, when old Dan Rice was

exhibiting his circus in an Ohio town,
it commenced to rain about the time the
performance was over, and handreds of
people stuck to the tent for shelter.
Dan didn't want to be mean, but the
eanvas must come down, and 8o he sent
three of the men throngh the crowd to
whisper:
“Don't get excited and make a rush,
but I must inform you that the
Numidian lion has esea from his
cage. Please go out quistly.”

The people went fast enongh—all but
a few unbelievers, There was a farmer
and his wife and five children, and he
got them in a circle in thé ring and
placed four or five pickles, three or four
hard-boiled eggs, and & paper of salt in
his straw hat io the centre. One of the
men came up and inguired :

“What are you doing here, old man ?*

“Waitin’,” was the reply,

*Didn't you know the lion was loose ™

“Yaas, 1 heard 'em say so. Is it
troe?”

“Of course it is.”

“Regular liop $”

-1'“"

“Regular Numidian lion?"

IY“.B

“Healthy sud fat?”

.Y“.ﬂ

“Waal, that's what we're waitin® fur.
We're a ealeulatin’ to eat the durned

hurry him up."—New York Sun.

No Intentions.

A;;an with a bundle under his arm
stopped st a fruit-stand on Con
street with the evident intentiam
maoking & purchase, but befora he had
said nnytgzngnpemn standing npear
beckoned to him and asked:

* Were you going to buy a banana?"

-Yﬂ. wmr.”

- to eat it on the street?”
*“Very likely.”
“Going to drop the skin on the side-

walk ?"

“No, sir. TI've got seven children at
home, and I can't afford any such ex-
travagance.”—Detroil Free Press,
Burgeon Parke's Diminutive Sweetheart.
If Dr. Parke, the plucky young sur-
geon who accompanied Stanley, is mors
im i to besuty than his chief,
not so is the fair sex in regard to him.
When Stanley entered the forest of the

igmien, 8 young female dwarf showed
Emul!. She wonld have nothing to say
to Stanley, but conesived s great affec-
tion for doctor. She replied to his
signs, insisted upon sleeping st his
tent's

door whilst the explorers were in

the forest, and when they left if, she

'mhdhinbg:ithherioha peo-
London th.

ple.—
A Double Event

Hu.ﬂotnnz ity—Sure, it's just her
Inck! Did you av that, now, Tim?
Tim— What is it, mother?
“What is it? Faix, Mrs. Braoni
gotﬂvot’mnnﬂhmthlmd'h;
b'y'sleg. Abh thin, it's the fine airs
she'll be puttin’ on now.”

*Nivir mind, mother; we'll bate that,
begor. I the two taken off and
that be tin .

“When be was sbout twenty-five|®
years old Billy fell in love with & pretty | insti

critler afore we leave, and I wish you'd | stands,
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i in the case of the New England
mlegu the records kept show that in
the twelve after graduation, the
limit of the matrimonial pariod, virtually

sexes, only 148 per cent married be-
fore passing into the desuetude of the
spinster state. Some figures of New
York institutions also were given of &
very similar charscter. It was shown
that this was not chiefly due to the lack
of marryving men, as those who st
short of the higher course had at
Snipumt. more chances of marrying.
he young lady was frank to say that
she believed in matrimony, and was
old-fashioned enough to hold that it
was, in theory at least, the idesl stats
for woman. She was not specially
solicitous mbout her own fate in this
connection, but did not propose to di-
minish her chances by the loss of four
yvears. She was ambitions. If she
went throngh the higher course she
wounld try to keep up with the male in-
tellects, Her obsorvalion was
men were slow in marrying women who
seemed to be brighter and knew more
than they did. Then the higher edu-
cation was apt to give the girls a dis-
taste for domestie and honsehold duties,
Even the few vears in the high =zchool
had in her own ease made the home
sphere less acceptable to her. Others
of the compsry insisted that the young
woman of to-day should it herself for
self-assertion and support in life, with-
out regard to marringe. That might
be sccepted as a possible incidant. but
shonld not be sought; or, at least,
shonid not be regarded as essential to
usefulness or happiness. Still, it is
intimated that the zumber who will
take the further course was consider-
ably diminished.

Dr. Collyer's Experience In America.

It is exactly forly years fo a day, as 1
write these lines, since I came here my-
self on that same old errsnd—to find
my way into an ampler aud finer life;
and in this time it hus fallen to my lot
beyond thst of most men—und our
friend, it may be, among the rest—to
mingle with our people far and wide
and to know them, as we say, like a
book—as & workingman in the shops
for sbout nine years, and then ss=a
minister in two great cities, and =
lecturer all the way between oceans—
and to stand with them shoulder to
shonlder as a citizen alwavs; to stay
with them in their homes wherever I
would go, snd talk with them freely on
all the {Tlming questions of the old

my love for England or my pride in her
und joy; going about, indeed, “with a
chip on my shounlder” touching what
might be said of her which was untrue
to me or unfair; and the result of it all
is this: that I have not found what I
should feel free to call the hatred of
England, except in here and therea
man who stands as the exception to the
rule, if we leave out of the account the
troubled years of the war for the Union,
when our people believed England
would and did strike below the belt.
* * * Thenour people did hate
En , for in the smoke and thunder
of war this was England with blat-
ant voice cursing the Americsn repub-
lie. One of the noblest fellows 1 ever
knew, and s leader in his great eity,
said to me then: “Darn her! we will
never forgive her while the world
" thongh he was not apt to swear,
and I think the angel of the records
knew that as well as I did. — Eobert
Coliyer, in North American Review,

She Was Scared.

Birdis MeGinnis— So he has proposed
at last?

Esmerelda Longeoffin—Yes, indeed.

Birdie McGinnis—Did you maintaiz
your presence of mind?

Esmerelda —No, I didn't;
I got so scared and my heart palpitated
s0 loud that twice he stopped in the
middle of his declaration, and, looking
at the door,said “Come in.” He thought
somebody bad knocked.—FPeck’s Sun,

Home Help
Bmall Danghter—It's most school
time and I've mislaid my phy.

Caltured Mother— Well, tell me what
the lesson is sbout, and I'll write ount
the answer for you to learn.

Small Daughter—The lakes of

Africa,

Cultured Mother—Um—er—if you've
mislaid your geograpby, you careless
child, J’mmpnhnnnﬂl you find it
—New York Weekly.

times and the new, and never to loss
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